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"Oh, yes!" exclaimed the mother. "Yegor Ivanovich
told me yesterday they had let him out, but I didn't know
about you, Nobody told me you were there too.,.."
"It doesn't matter. Here, I have to change my clothes
before Yegor Ivanovich comes," she said, glancing about.
"You're all wet."
"I brought the papers and leaflets...."
"Let's have them, let's have them!" cried the mother
eagerly.
The girl unfastened her coat and shook herself, and
papers fluttered down as if they were leaves falling off a
tree. The mother laughed as she picked them up.
"I wondered what made you so fat when I saw you—
thought you'd got married and were expecting a baby.
Dear me! How many you brought! You didn't walk here,
did you?"
"Yes," said Sasha, who was tall and slender again. The
mother noticed that her face was drawn, making her
eyes look more enormous than ever, and that there were
dark circles under her eyes.
"Why should you be doing this, instead of takirg the
rest you need after just getting out?" said the mother with
a sigh and a shake of her head.
"It has to be done," said the shivering girl.
"Tell me about Pavel Mikhaiiovich—was he very much
upset when they arrested him?"
Sasha did not look at the mother as she asked, bending
her head and adjusting her hair with "trembling fingers.
"Not very," answered the mother. "He wouldn't be
likely to give himself aw;ay,"
"Is he strong?" asked the girl softly.
"Never been sick in his life,"  answered  the mother.
"But you're shivering so! Here, I'll give you some tea
with raspberry jam."
"That would be nice. Only it's so much trouble—so late.
Let me do it myself."
"Tired as you are?" said the mother in a tone of reproof
as she began to light the samovar. Sasha, too, went out

